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SWISS   STYLE 
MILK  CHOCOLATE 


Del  icious  Chocolate ! 
Luscious  Cream! 
Crispy  Almonds! 
Tasty  Cherries! 
Delightful  Caramel! 
Snappy  Peanuts! 


Just  a  few  of  the  delights 
for  Candy  lovers  in  the 
many    Neilson     bars. 


By  far  the  best  value  in 
Canada  today  ! 
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Goblin 


Announcement     of     Shopping 
Service 

Just  a  Minute  — 

Before  you  go  any  farther  please  note 
that  we  are  this  month  inaugurating  a 
Shopping  Service.  GOBLIN  will  buy  for 
you,  in  Toronto,  without  charge,  any- 
thing from  candy  to  cheese  or  from 
books  to  bonds. 

G— G— G 
No  Flapper 
"Is  Sue  a  good  girl?" 
"Is  she?     Boy,  she's  so   innocent  she 
thinks  Scott  Fitzgerald's   'The   Beautiful 
and  Damned'  is  a  picture  of  a  river!" 

— Texas  Scalper 
G— G— G 
Manana 
Showing    how    new    ideas    take    hold, 
Mexican  so-called  laborers  are  demand- 
ing an  eight-hour  to-morrow. 

— Richmond  Times-Dispatch 
G— G— G 
Self-Revealing  Moment 
Closeup  of  a   modern  youth   when  his 
biplane  headed  for  earth: 

"Oh,  Lord — if  there  is  a  Lord — save 
my  soul — if  I  have  one." 

— Crinnell  Malteaser 
G— G— G 
The  Threat 
Overheard. — "Yus!  an   I  says  to  "im: 
'You  shove  any  more  water  in  my  milk 
an  I'll  tike  it  down  ter  the  Town  'All  an' 
'ave   it   paralyzed   by   the   local  Anarch- 
ist.' " 

— Pearson's  Weekly  {London) 
G— G— G 

"/  tell  you,"  went  on  the  elderly 
woman  at  the  hotel,  getting  quite  huffy, 
"I  won't  have  this  room.  I  ain't  going 
to  pay  my  money  for  a  place  that  isn't  big 
enough  to  swing  a  cat,  and  as  for  sleeping 
in  one  of  them  folding  beds,  I  simply  rvon'l 
do  it!" 

The  boy  could  stand  it  no  longer. 

"Get  on  in,  mum,"  said  he,  with  a 
weary  expression  on  his  face.  "This 
ain't  your  room;  it's  the  lift." — Edin- 
burgh Scotsman. 


YOUR  HOLIDAY 


will  be  enjoyed  much  more 
if  you  have  a  box  of  your 
favorite    candy    with    you. 


is  the  favorite  candy  of  most 
discriminating-  people. 

PARTICULAR    ATTENTION    GIVEN 
TO  MAIL  ORDERS 

THREE   STORES: 

SVA  Yonge  Street  443  Yonge  Street 

1530  Queen  Street  W. 
TORONTO  -  CANADA 


On  the  one  hand — 

MacLAREN'S  Peanut 
Butter  is  the  steady  favor- 
ite in  all  homes.  Made 
from  carefully  selected 
peanuts,  rich  in  tissue 
building  properties. 


On  the  other  hand — 

It  is  just  the  thing  for  the 
camp  or  canoe  trip;  easy 
to  carry,  and  cannot  go 
rancid.  After  a  hard  day's 
paddle,  peanut  butter 
sandwiches  are  the  easi- 
est to  prepare. 


MacLAREN-WRIGHT  Ltd.,  69  Front  St.  E.,  Toronto 


Goblin 


Sunshine, 


Smiles  and  Song 

New  Columbia  song-hits  will  bring  out  the 
sunshine  of  your  smile.  New  Columbia  dance 
records  will  urge  your  feet  to  keep  step  to 
the  sprightly  music.  Before  the  bright  sum- 
mer fades  enjoy  the  pleasures  of  Columbia 
music    on    a    Grafonola. 


Here  are  a  few  of  the  August  successes: 


I  Love  Her — She  Loves  Me,  from  "Make  It 
Snappy"  —  Fox-Trot.  Ray  Miller  and  His 
Orchestra. 

You're  Like  a  Ray  of  Sunshine,  Intro.  "Every 
Little  Miss"  and  "Sittin'  Pretty,"  from 
"Letty  Pepper"  —  Medley  Fox-Trot.  Ray 
Miller  and   His   Orchestra. 

Kicky-Koo.  Kickv-Koo— Fox-Trot.  Eddie  El- 
kins'   Orchestra. 

Bamboo  Bay  —  Fox-Trot.  Eddie  Elkins'  Or- 
chestra. 

Swanee  Blue  Bird  —  Fox-Trot.  California 
Ramblers. 

No  Use  Crying — Fox-Trot.  California  Ram- 
blers. 

Gypsy  Love  Song,  Intro.  "Good  Morning 
Chorus"  and  "She  Said,  'I  Was  So  Lonely'," 
from  "The  Fortune  Teller," — Medley  Waltz. 
Prince's   Dance  O   rhestra. 

Victor  Herbert  Waltz  Gems,  Intro.  "The  Sing- 
ing Girl,"  "The  Serenade,"  "Babes  in  Toy- 
land" — Medley  Waltz.  Prince's  Dance  Or- 
chestra. 

Parade  of  the  Wooden  Soldiers,  from  "Chauve 
Souris"  —  Fox-Trot.  Ray  Miller  and  His 
Orchestra. 

'Twas  in  the  Month  of  May,  from  "Chauve 
Souris"  —  Fox-Trot.  Ray  Miller  and  His 
Orchestra. 

Sweet  Indiana  Home — Fox-Trot.  The  Colum- 
bians. 

Lovable  Eyes,  Intro.  "Hootch  Rhythm,"  from 
"Make  It  Snappy"— Medley  Fox-Trot.  The 
Columbians. 

Those  Longing  for  You  Blues-  Fox-Trot. 
Frank  Westphal  and  His  Rainbow  Orchestra. 

Pick  Me  Up  and  Lay  Me  Down  (In  Dear  Old 
Dixieland)— Fox-Trot.     The   Happy   Six. 


A-3629 
85c 


A-3631 
85c 


A-3635 
85c 


A-3636 
85c 


A-3628 
85c 


A-3621 

85c 


A-3627 
85c 


Columbia 

Records 

Columbia  Graphophone  Co.,  Toronto 


August — the  Vacation  Month 


SEE  US  FOR 


Sport  and  Outing  Shoes 

ALL  KINDS  AND  SIZES 

You    can    always   rely    on 

getting   the    right  shoe   for 

any  purpose  at 

H.  &  C.  Blachfords1 

286  YONGE  ST..  OPPOSITE  DUNDAS  EAST 


Kindness 

Jones  had  Very  consistently  come  home  drunk  every  Saturday 
night,  and  his  wife  had  just  as  consistently  received  him  at  the 
door  with  a  broom  and  the  customary  abuse.  The  neighbors 
suggested  that  perhaps  kindness  would  help  where  harsher 
methods  had  failed,  and  accordingly  the  next  Saturday  night  she 
met  him  at  the  door  and  said:  "You're  late,  dear,  but  I  have 
supper  waiting;  so  just  sit  down  and  I'll  get  your  slippers  and 
put  them  on  for  you." 

Jones  xvinked  owlishly,  and  replied:  "Well,  go  as  far  as  you 
like,  dearie.     I'll  get  hell  when  I  get  home,  anyway!" 

— Judge 
G— G— G 

"It's  very  nice  of  you.  Jack,  dear,  to  praise  my  singing,  but 
you  know  I  haven't  any  range." 

"Never  mind  about  the  range,  dearest.  When  we  are  mar- 
ried I'll  buy  you  one." — Toronto   Telegram. 

G— G— G 

Barney  Barnard  is  responsible  for  the  story  of  the  Gentile 
who  bought  a  packet  of  cigarettes  from  Mr.  Isaac  Isaacstein, 
his  regular  tobacconist. 

"Isaac,"  said  the  customer  after  the  purchase  had  been  com- 
pleted, "you  gave  me  a  bad  shilling  in  my  change  the  other 
night." 

"Impossible,"  answered  Isaac.  "I  never  look  or  gave  a  bad 
coin  in  my  life.  With  my  forty  years'  experience  in  handling 
money,  I  can  tell  by  the  touch  at  once;  physical  instinct,  my  boy. 
I  suppose  you  managed  to  get  rid  of  it?" 

"Yes,"  was  the  reply.  "I  have  just  paid  it  to  you  for  these 
cigarettes." — Pearsons    Weekly    (London). 


Goblin 


Dignity  and  Impudence 

The  Inspector:  "Name?" 
Prisoner:  "Pat  McSlveenie,  Sorr." 
The  Inspector:  "Nationality?" 
Prisoner:   "Oirish." 
The  Inspector:   "Business?" 
Prisoner:     "Italian     organ-grinder, 
Sorr." 

— Sketch   (London) 
G— G— G 

Sploshkins  Wanted  to  sell  his  horse,  so 
he  prevailed  on  the  local  dealer  to  come 
and  see  the  animal. 

"That's  a  good  horse,  Mr.  Taylor," 
Sploshkins  said  to  the  dealer.  "It  cost 
me  five  hundred  pounds,  but  you  shall 
have  it  for  fifty  pounds." 

The  dealer  gasped. 

"That's  rather  a  big  reduction,  Mr. 
Sploshkins,  isn't  it?"  he  asked. 

"Well,"  the  Vendor  admitted,  "the 
fact  is  it  bolted  one  day  and  killed  my 
poor  toife,  and  now  Tve  got  no  further 
use  for  it!" — The  Winning  Post  Winter 
Annual. 

G     G— G 

That's    Too    Bad 
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Fired 

-Phoenix 


Daughter  (coming  down  stairs)  — 
"Where's  George,  mother?" 

Mother — "To-day's  the  first  of  the 
month." 

"What's  that  to  do  with  my  date?" 

"Well,  your  father  thought  he  was  a 
collector  and  threw  him  out." — Colgate 
Banter. 

C-C-G 

"Landru,  known  the  world  over  since 
1918  as  the  French  Bluebird." — Evening 
Paper. 

M.  Maeterlinck  ought  to  be  told  of 
this. 

—Punch 
G— G— G 

Pop  (to  his  bright  infant): — "What's 
Wrong?" 

Son  (twelve  years  old)  : — "/  had  a 
terrible  scene  with  your  wife." 

Cap  and  Bells 


Simple   Statements  Concerning 
Historic  Occurrences 

Most  of  the  fighting  in  the  Spanish- 
American  Tear  never  took  place. 

The  only  reason  that  We  are  able  to 
find  that  Alexander  the  Great  never  de- 
feated the  Carthagenians  is  that  at  his 
time  of  living  there  Were  no  Carthagen- 
ians. 

Due  to  certain  recent  developments 
much  light  has  been  thrown  upon  the  cir- 
cumstances surrounding  the  death  of 
Caesar.  The  real  reason  for  his  being 
killed,  it  seems,  is  that  some  of  his  enem- 
ies wanted  him  dead. 

The  reason  that  it  took  a  thousand 
years  to  build  the  pyramids,  it  note  be- 
comes clear,  was  the  fact  that  it  was  a 
government  job. 

Thumbing    the    pages    of    Cleopatra's 

diary  we  came  upon  the  entry:   "Antony 

came,  saw  and  I  conquered — ah,  yes!    ! 

he  Was  an  easy  Mark!    !    !" 

— Record 
G— G— G 

Customer:  "Waiter,  bring  me  a  typo- 
graphical error." 

Waiter  (returning  from  kitchen)  : 
"Sorry,  sir,  we  have  none." 

Customer:  "Well,  here  it  is  on  the 
menu." 

— Flamingo 

G— G— G 

The  bird  we'd  like  to  send  the  flowers 

to  is  the  one  who  invents  a  luminous  glass 

eye  to  enable  a  blind  man   to  see  in   the 

dark. 

— Octopus 
G— G— G 

It  Can  Be  Done 

She  rides  in  a  limousine, 
Lives  in  a  mansion, 
Wears  gorgeous  jewels 
And  furs. 
She  does  not  know 
The  Value  of  money — 
And  yet  she  earns 
Her  every  cent. 
And  this  is  hove 
She  does  it. 

Throughout  the  land 
In  the  largest  papers, 
And  the  small  ones, 
Each  day  there  appears 
A   Column; 
It  is  about  budgets, 
And  how  to  live 
On  $10  a  week. 
She  writes  them. 

—Life 


Store: 
Main  6862 


Tea  Room: 
Main  2473 


BINGHAM'S 

-LIMITED— 

146    Yonge    Street 

Noon  Luncheon 
11.30— 2  p.  m. 

Afternoon  Teas 
2.30-5  p.  m. 

Evening  Dinner 
5.00-7.30  p.  m. 

Makers  of 

"Polly-Anna  Chocolates" 

"The  Glad  Candies" 
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TO  ACQUIRE 
A  FORTUNE 


The  most  direct  and  sure 
way  to  acquire  a  fortune 
is  to  invest  judiciously. 
Safety  of  principal  is  the 
first  and  most  vitally  im- 
portant consideration. 
Such  investing  has  a 
definite  cumulative  ef- 
fect. 

If  you  would  like  to  in- 
vest from  #50  up,  with 
freedom  from  trouble  or 
investment  worries— we 
shall  be  glad  to  give  sug- 
gestions. 

A.  E.  AMES  &  CO. 

ESTABLISHED  1889 

Montreal     TORONTO     New  York 

Chicago      Victoria,  B.C. 

DEPENDABLE   INVESTMENTS 
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Waiter:     Did  you  ring  the  bell,  sir? 

Guest:     No,  I  was  tolling  it,  I  thought  you  were  dead. 
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Private  Stock 


Osculation  is  the  sincerest  form  of  Flappery. 

G— G-G 

A  year  or  so  ago  a  lot  of  men  were  shouting:  "No 
Beer,  No  Work."  Some  of  them  should  be  sat.sficd 
now,  they  have  both. 

G— G— G 

Proportion  of  Policemen  in  the  World:  One  to 
every   two  square   feet. 

G     G— G 

The  Parable  of  the  man  who  carelessly  left  a  lighted 
cigarette  lying  on  a  large  packing  case  of  gun  cotton. 
There  he  goes! 
Here  he  comes! 
Get  a  rake! 

G— G— G 

"THIEF  WHO  RANSACKED 

CLOCK  STORE  SOUGHT." 

— Newspaper  Headline. 

We  know  his  name! — Procrastination. 

G-G— G 

Governor  Small,  of  Illinois,  is  now  said  by  one  West- 
ern newspaper  to  have  "a  great  deal  to  him." 
Multum  in  pawo. 

G— G— G 

Governor  Miller  will  probably  pardon  S.  L.  Joy 
convicted  on  a  charge  of  bigamy. 

— News   Item. 
Let  Joy  be  unconfined. 


Freda,  daughter  of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  F.  R.  Flack  and 
a  well-known  young  local  artist,  was  united  in  marriage 
with  Dr.  J.  H.  Freeman  of  Kent  Centre,  Rev.  H.  F. 
Thompson  officiating. 

— Eoansport  News. 

He  tied  the  painter  to  a  doc. 

G— G— G 

Our  own  correspondent  at  the  headquarters  of  the 
railway  brotherhoods  informs  us  that  a  strike  is  expected 
over  the  refusal  of  the  employers  to  abandon  "train 
orders"  in  favour  of  "train  requests." 

G— G— G 

"Above  all,"  said  the  speaker  with  the  ample  waist- 
line, "Canadians  are  an  independent  sort.  I  fully  ex- 
pect to  see  the  day  when  every  man  in  this  country 
will  not  only  be  in  business  for  himself,  but  will  also 
have  several  other  men  working  for  him." 

G— G— G 

The  man  who  used  to  wait  around  after  the  movie 
show  to  see  Theda  Bara  come  out,  and  his  brother  who 
tried  to  send  parcels  by  telegraph,  now  have  a  cousin 
who  applauds  at  radio  concerts. 

G— G— G 

Congratulations  are  due  the  Progressive  Cleaning 
Establishment  which  took  for  its  motto — "See  Simp- 
kins  and  Dye." 

G— G— G 

The  sort  of  being  who  walks  into  the  comfortable 
grill-room,  kicks  about  the  accommodation,  curses  the 
service,  growls  at  the  waiters  and  has  a  nasty  way  of 
comparing  the  food  and  prices  with  Noo  Yawrk,  us- 
ually eats  peas  with  a  knife  and  drinks  soup  through  a 
rubber  tube. 


fi£SB» 


Waiter:     "Stewed  Prunes?1 

Customer  (indignantly):     "We  came  here  to  eat,  not  to  be  insulted  !" 


After  the  Lynching-Bee 

Sherriff:  "Have  you  seen  any  suspicious  characters 
hanging  around  here?" 

Ku  Klux  Klansman:  "Well,  suh,  I  did  see  one  feller 
hanging  on  a  tree  down  the  road  but  he  wa'n't  suspicious, 
he  was  daid." 

G— G— G 

Intelligent  youth:  "Have  you  seen  Dunsany's  'Lost 
Silk  Hat'?" 

Thp  Dumbell:  "No,  I  haven't.  And  what's  more 
if  you're  intimating  that  I  took  the  dashed  thing  you're 
no  gentleman." 

G — G — G 

Do  you  intend  to  enter  your  father's  office  when 
you  graduate? 

No.  I  am  afraid  that  circumstances  will  make  it 
necessary  for  me  to  go  to  work. 


Write  for   Particulars 

1914— 

I  asked  George  if  he'd  marry  then 

And  he  said  "Lissen,  nix! 
The  only   child   I   wan'   aroun' 
'Sa  lil'  ole  Twin  Six!" 
1922— 

We  gathered  round  the  flowing  bowl, 

Said  George:   "I'm  in  a  fix — 
Can't  stay.      A  party  on  t'  home, 
Ya  see,  the  Twins  is  Six." 
G-G— G 
Three   very    difficult    feats:    Trying    to    appear    non- 
chalant while  handing  the  telegraph  company  an  ardent 
message ;    trying   to   appear   at   ease   in    a    new   hat   and 
trying    to    appear    interested    while    drinking    through    a 
straw.    . 


Voila  Muskoka ! 

Beans,  ukeleles,  oil  lamps,  driftwood,  Baptist  Camp 
girls,  motor-boats,  empty  tin  cans,  rabbits,  the  Sagamo, 
bathing-suits.  "Gin,  gin,  Ginny  Shore,"  canoe-paddles, 
mosquitoes,  golf  stockings,  blisters,  squirrels,  the  sweet 
smell  of  pine  needles,  blankets,  east  winds,  Americans, 
long  sleeps,  condensed  milk,  octogenarians,  birch  bark, 
beetles,  moonshine,  Ethel  M.  Dell,  open  fires,  late  mail, 
moonlight,  Indians,  sunburn,  yesterday's  newspapers, 
sand,  fly-paper,  flappers,  smoky  stoves,  dancing,  cheese, 
week-enders,  golf,  near-go!f,  broken  docks,  colds, 
tenors,  bridge,  wooden  buckets,  bobbed  hair,  chocolate 
bars,  frogs,  relatives,  bologna,  babies,  callouses,  arrow- 
root biscuit,  black  bass,  honeymooners,  deal  tables,  con- 
gealed salt,  natives,  the  lapping  of  waves  on  a  rocky 
shore,  soda  crackers,  sunshine,  stray  dogs,  love  affairs, 
special  Sunday  services,  boulders,  Port  Carling,  chloride 
of  lime,  flags,  kodaks,  green  onions,  boils,  knickers, 
phonographs,  dead-heads,  petting,  blue-berries,  rain. 

G— G— G 


Mother:  "Remember,  dear,  curiosity  killed 
the  cat." 

Son:  "How,  mother?" 


G— G— G 


"And  what  makes  you  think  Mac.  is  going  to 
be  married?  " 

"He  has  fired  his  pretty  stenographer  and 
hired  a  plain-looking  one." 


"I  have  an  honest  face." 

"Whadded'y  mean?" 

"Honest  to  goodness,  it's  a  face." 


G— G — G 


Naturalistic  Note 

Every  little  bug  has  some  other  bug  to  bite  him, 
They  carry   on   these   carryings  on   each  day   ad   in- 
finitum. 

Oh  to  be  a  naturalist!  The  naturalist  walks  through 
the  July  woods  and  everywhere  he  looks  he  can  see  bugs. 
All  manner  of  insects,  little  red  ones,  big  black  ones,  bugs 
with  wings,  bugs  with  scales  and  bugs  with  horns.  He 
doesn't  just  see  them.  He  knows  them.  He  can  walk 
right  up  to  a  bug  and  call  it  by  its  first  name.  Speaking 
of  insects,  my  aunt  showed  me  one  the  other  day  that 
just  comes  out  into  the  daylight  once  a  year.  We 
happened  to  be  there  just  as  it  was  coming  out.  It 
stuck  its  head  out  of  a  hole,  took  a  look  at  my  aunt  and 
went  right  back  again  for  another  year.  It's  a  wonderful 
thing  to  be  able  to  see  bugs  everywhere  but  it  has  its  dis- 
advantages. I  took  my  aunt  to  see  our  new  summer  cot- 
tage. The  next  day  I  left  for  the  city.  I  had  had  no 
idea  I  was  buying  an  entomological  museum.  I  have  a 
friend  who  used  to  be  this  way  but  he  says  he  is  getting 
much  better  now  since  his  sojourn  in  a  sanitarium. 
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®f)e  humourist  in  tlje  Wtlberneste 


TV/fODERN  poets  tell  us  there  is  poetry  in  everything. 
The  pettiest  poet-taster  can  find  a  sonnet  or  a  triolet 
in  a  rock,  rhinoceros  or  a  rolling  pin.  A  bona  fide  poet 
can  pen  an  ode  while  eating  an  onion  in  an  automat.  The 
exceptional  bard  can  beat  par  every  time  with  an  epic 
on  an  abattoir.  Authors,  artists  and  composers  are 
responding  to  the  same  spirit  of  the  united  universalism  of 
Art.  Are  the  humourists  to  follow  this  popular  pre- 
cedent?    Why  not?     Let  us  by  all  means  be  modern. 

Accordingly,  armed  with  a  copy  of  Dos  Passos' 
"Three  Soldiers,"  Carl  Sandburg's  "Smoke  and  Steel" 
and  the  last  three  issues  of  Shadowland,  we  have  invaded 
the  hitherto  unexploited  northern  wilds  to  tap  "Tales  to 
Tell"  from  the  tall  timbers. 

If  on  the  first  day  you  have  avoided  chopping  your 
toes  off  with  a  hatchet,  spraining  your  ankle  in  a  crevice 
or  drowning  in  a  near-by  swamp,  you  stand  a  pretty 
fair  chance  of  seeing  life  and  humor  as  it  is.  There 
may  be  humor  in  too  sociable  squirrels  mangling  the 
macaroni,  biting  the  bologna  and  generally  disarranging 
dinner,  in  an  impromptu  hurricane  carrying  off  the  kitchen 


(with  sausages),  or  ants  crawling  in  the  Klim,  but  to 
date  we  have  been  unable  to  see  it.  The  sight  of  one's 
camp-fire  companion  treed  by  the  neighbouring  farmer's 
bull-dog  is  funny  enough  if  he  doesn't  happen  to  be 
wearing  your  pants.  Hornets'  nests  are  a  scream,  es- 
pecially when  running  away  from  one  inadvertently 
intruded  upon.  We  all  laugh  heartily  around  the  con- 
spicuously empty  frying  pan  while  the  fisher  of  the  day 
tells  about  the  size  of  the  ones  that  got  away.  If  anyone 
thinks  that  summer  romances  are  a  joke  let  him  wait 
until  he  falls  in  love  with  a  fat  girl  who  "jest  loves 
canoeing." 

Here  the  novelist  may  be  able  to  write  a  stirring  work 
on  the  hazards  and  hardships  of  the  wilderness,  the 
artist  to  paint  illustrations  for  a  text  book  of  entomology 
or  the  musician  to  compose  a  symphony  in  bats,  bites 
and  beetles,  but  the  humourist?  Heaven  forfend!  Let 
there  be  excursion  rates  for  tragedians  and  Blue  Law 
boosters  but  let  those  merry  gentlemen  who  make  our 
burdens  so  much  lighter  stick  to  the  cities  where  humour 
froths  in  the  bootlegger's  back  parlor. 


G0BLIM 


©nee  a  §?ear 
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Little  Known  Diversions  of  Famous  Men 


Now  is  the  time  when  that  well-known  personage, 
Average  Man,  comes  out  of  his  shell-rimmed  office 
spectacles,  waves  a  jaunty  kiss  of  farewell  to  the 
seven  sad-eyed  stenographers  and  embarks  upon  his 
two-weeks  vacation.  Most  likely  he  chooses  for  the 
scene  of  this  respite  some  hotel  to  which  he  has  been 
attracted    by    its   prospectus. 

Certain  classes  of  summer  hotels  talk  about  them- 
selves as  carelessly  as  do  oil  companies.  An  odor  of 
considerably  deceased  fish  and  swamp  may,  with  the 
aid  of  a  fecund  imaginat.on,  be  translated  in  the  pro- 
spectus into  "balmy  balsam  breezes;"  all  that  is  needed 
to  warrant  the  mention  of  tenn.s  as  a  pastime  is  the 
possession  of  one  second-hand  net  and  a  plot  of  ground 
from  which  the  majority  of  the  stumps  have  been  re- 
moved ;  the  existence  of  a  golf-links  anywhere  within 
a  radius  of  ten  miles  of  the  hotel  will  serve  to  sub- 
stantiate the  claim  that  "golf  is  a  game  much  indulged 
in  by  the  guests"  while  the  phrase  "excellent  bathing 
facilities"   may   mean   anything. 

One  of  the  worst  varieties  of  this  type  of  summer 
hotel  is  the  one  at  which  food  is  scant.  In  ths  pro- 
spectus, no  doubt,  the  phrase  "excellent  cuisine"  occurs. 
As  a  matter  of  fact,  the  "cuisine"  consists  of  a  series 
of  Swedish  Amazons,  who  are  excellent  only  in  their 
ability  to  get  fired  at  regular  two-week  intervals.  The 
policy  of  slow  starvation  in  the  dining-room  has  been 
found  by  many  summer  hotel  managers  to  be  the  most 
effective,  as  it  gradually  reduces  the  guests  to  a  state 
of  meek  submission,  after  which  they  are  ready  to  put 
up  with  anything. 

If  the  camera  doesn't  lie,  it  certainly  must  exag- 
gerate. The  spacious,  handsome  rotunda  on  the  pro- 
spectus will  metamorphosise  on  actual  inspection  into 
an  ordinary-looking,  rather  cramped,  central  room.  It 
will  be  seemingly  impossible  to  find  in  the  hotel  the 
original  of  the  prospectus  photograph,  labelled  "One 
of  the  Bedrooms."  No  one,  while  you  are  there, 
catches  a  fish  even  half  as  large  as  the  piscatorial 
giant  depicted  on  the  cover. 

What  the  managers  of  these  hotels  do  in  the  winter 
time,  Heaven  only  knows — but  we  have  our  suspicions. 
The  most  perfect  specimen  of  the  type,  is  a  small,  thin 
man  with  shifty  eyes,  who  always  has  his  bags  packed 
ready  to  leave  at  a  moment's  notice.  You  never  can 
tell,  it  may  be  necessary. 

It  is  a  good  thing  that  summer  holidays  come  so 
seldom  as  they  do,  that  only  once  in  every  twelve 
months  is  a  sojourn  at  a  summer  hotel  deemed  neces- 
sary. Following  two  weeks  at  one  of  them  a  man 
really  needs  a  year  of  good  hard  work,  to  put  him  in 
training   for   another   seige   with   the   management. 


Lomer  the  Kingmaker  has  some    tense 
moments  in  his  political    nursery. 

Hoofe  pefore  |?ou  leap! 

Once  upon  a  time  there  was  a  man  named  John 
Henry  Smith  who  worked  for  a  stern  disciple  of 
Mammon  named  Henry  John  Jones.  Smith  was  a 
book  keeper  and  kept  all  kinds  of  books  all  over  the 
place  at  a  terrific  rate.  Now  one  day,  Henry  John 
said  to  John  Henry:  "Minion,  when  would  you  like 
your  holidays,  at  the  beginning  of  July  or  at  the  end 
of  August?" 

So  J.  H.  went  home  and  said  to  his  wife:  "Sophia 
Maria,  when  do  I  want  my  holidays?" 

And  the  sweet  Sophia  said:  "John  Henry  Smith, 
light  of  my  life,  if  you  take  them  at  the  beginning  of 
the  summer  you  will  most  certainly  be  able  to  work 
better  during  the  rest  of  the  hot  months,  but  if  you 
take  them  at  the  end,  then  you  will  be  in  fine  condition 
for  the  winter." 

As  a  result  of  all  this  humming  and  hawing  and 
'gee-whiz-o-goshing.  Smith  H.  J.  got  no  vacation  till 
the  27th  of  November,  when  he  went  to  visit  a  cousin 
of  his  grandmother's  who  had  a  farm  near  Sudbury. 
One  Friday  at  3.30  p.m.  he  was  standing  on  a  hillside 
trying  to  decide  whether  he  saw  a  deer  in  the  dis- 
( Continued  on  page  21  ) 
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SUMS 


Diana:  "Who's  that  'stremely  young  girl  Conrad  is  with  all  the  time?" 
Guy:  "Oh,  that  child!  Dunno.  He's  quite  a  cradle-snatcher,  what?" 
Diana:     "Cradle-snatcher?     He's  a  rattle-snake!" 


Now  It  Can  Be  Told 


Scene:  The  Ark,  shortly  before  sailing  lime.  She  has 
been  inspected  thoroughly  by  the  best  marine  engineers 
and  pronounced  right  as  a  trivet  for  her  maiden  voyage. 
Mr  Noah  is  strolling  about  the  saloon,  wearing  a  golf 
suit  and  inhaling  a  large  Corona-Corona.  From  time  to 
time  he  glances  about  him  with  a  pleased  air  of  pro- 
prietorship, his  eye  wandering  oftenest  to  a  buffet  upon 
which  stand  numerous  decanters  and  multi-colored 
bottles.  .Shem,  entering  from  the  left,  nods  pleasantly 
and  turns  to  close  the  door  behind  him. 

Shem:  "Everything  set,  Dad?" 

Mr.  Noah:  "Absolutely,  my  boy,  absolutely,  this  is 
going  to  be  a  great  trip — a  great  trip.  Er— I  think 
(glancing  at  the  buffet)  that  under  the  circumstances 
we  might  have  a  little  something " 

Shem  (sadly)  :  Dad,  this  won't  do.     All  by  yourself 


you've    practically    killed    a    quart    of    Bourbon    since 
morning. 

Mr.  Noah  (defensively)  :  Well,  you  and  Ham  have 
polished  off  another." 

Shem:  "Yes,  that's  true,  but  then  we're  younger 
and — " 

Mr.  Noah:  "Stuff  and  nonsense!  Are  you  going  to 
have  a  drink  with  me  or  not? 

Shem:  "Well,  if  you  put  it  that  way,  of  course,  I 
will.      (They  drink.) 

Mr.  Noah:  "What  do  you  want  for  a  chaser?" 

Shem:   "Oh another  Bourbon,  I  think." 

Mr.  Noah:  "Ha,  ha,  ha!" 

Shem:  "Do  you  know  exactly  what  you  have  in 
stock?" 
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Mr.  Noah:  "No,  I  haven't  had  it  listed  yet.  Anyway, 
there  are  1  50  cases  of  Bourbon  to  start  on. 

Shem:  "150  cases?" 

Mr.  Noah:  "Yes.  Incidentally,  I  think  I'll  just  drop 
down  to  see  that  they  have  the  champagne  stored  prop- 
erly.    Bye-bye.      (Exit.) 

A  moment  passes  and  then  Ham  enters  by  the  right, 
talking,  or  rather  navigating,  with  a  port-lo-starboard 
roll  which  would  do  credit  to  a  sailor  on  a  Glasgow 
Saturday  night. 

Ham:    "Wheresh  Pop?" 

Shem:  "Down  in  the  hold." 

Ham:  "Good  ole  Pop — pop  goesh  the  weasel?" 

Shem,  (laughing)  :  "Here,  sit  down.  You  want  a 
drink." 

Ham:  "Sure,  wanna  drink!  Want  hunnerds  of 
drinks!  Thousands  of  drinks!  Kin  drink  alia  time. 
1  ha's  me." 

At  this  juncture  the  door  opens  to  readmit  Mr.  Noah. 
Ruddy  of  face  before,  he  is  now  quite  pallid.  He  sinks 
into  a  chair,  gasping. 

Mr.  Noah:  "Boys!  What  do  you  think?  When 
I  was  down  stairs  just  now  I  suddenly  saw  two  camels 
coming  up  the  gang-plank. 

Shem    (startled)  :    "Camels?" 

Ham:   "Were  they  green?" 

Mr.  Noah:  "Oh,  I'm  so  frightened." 

Shem  (winking  at  Ham)  :  There,  there,  Dad.  I'll 
go  chase  them  away.      (Goes  out). 

Mr.  Noah:  "I'll  never  touch  another  drop  so  long  as 
I  live." 

Shem  returns,  wild-eyed  and  shaking. 

Shem:  "Oh!" 

Ham:  "Did  you  see  the  camels,  too?" 

Shem:  "No,  but  I  saw  two  kangaroos!" 

Ham:   "Let  me  see." 

Shem   and   Mr.   Noah   stare   at   one   another.      In   a 


"Speak  to  me,  Bones!" 


Coming  Events  Cast  Their  Shadows  Before ! 


moment  Ham  dashes  in  and  slams  the  door  behind  him. 

Ham  (panting)  :  "Two  monkeys  chased  me." 

Mr.  Noah:  "This  is  awful!  To  think  that  it  should 
strike  us  all  three  at  once.     Pause.      I've  got  the  idea. 

He  steps  to  a  speaking-tube  in  the  Wall  and  blows 
through  it).  Hello,  is  that  you,  Bill.  Well,  throw  out 
every  single  case  of  liquor  in  the  hold.  Yes,  every  case; 
This  is  going  to  be  a  dry  voyage.  Now,  boys,  help  me 
get  rid  of  this  stuff  on  the  buffet.  (They  proceed  to 
pour  it  out  of  the  port  hole.)" 

Mrs.  Noah  enters  at  right  and  stares  open-mouthed  at 
the  three  figures. 

Mrs.  Noah:  "What  on -earth  are  you  doing?" 

Mr.  Noah  (dramatically)  :  "Mrs.  N.,  we  have  all 
decided  to  take  the  pledge." 

Mrs.  Noah:  "Well,  that's  fine.  I  hope  you  keep  it. 
By  the  way,  I  forgot  to  tell  you  that  it  occurred  to  me 
that  we  would  want  some  animals  wherever  we  settle 
down  after  the  flood,  so  I  ordered  one  pair  of  each 
sort  to  be  brought  aboard  this  afternoon.  They've  just 
arrived." 

Mr.   Noah:   "Oh!" 

Shem:  "Oh!" 

Ham:  "Oh!" 

Curtain. 

G     G— G 

He  spent  long  hours  with  her.  He  was  very  proud  of 
her.  With  her  he  always  felt  conspicuous.  Six  fraternity 
brothers  who  insulted  her  he  challenged  to  duels.  He  ad- 
mitted she  was  a  bit  shaky  and  had  seen  better  days  but 
he  always  said  she  was  the  best   little  car  on  the  block. 
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SSBHS 


"Ermintrude  thinks  Theodore  is  the  most 
wonderful  man  in  the  world.  Do  you  think 
they  would  be  well  suited  ?  " 

"They  ought  to,  their  views  are  identical 
on  the  subject." 

G     G     G 

Never  Again! 

Due  to  keen  foresight  and  astute  management,  my 
business  is  becoming  a  successful  one.  The  other  day 
I  decided  to  hire  a  stenographer.  My  friend  Simpson, 
.n  the  employment  agency,  said  he  had  a  jewel.  She 
arrived  yesterday  morning,  note  book  in  hand. 

"Ah,"  said  I  to  myself,  "this  looks  like  business. 
Now  I  shall  catch  up  with  my  correspondence." 

"Any  letters  this  morning?"  she  inquired. 

"Yes,  indeed,  Miss  O'Hoolihan,"  said  I,  "I  expect 
I'll  keep  you  pretty  busy." 

I  dictated  in  rapid  succession  six  letters  that  should 
have  been  written  months  ago.  She  took  them.  I 
dictated  four  letters  to  people  who  would  benefit  from 
receiving  a  business-like  note  from  me.  She  took  them. 
I  dictated  letters  to  everyone  who  had  been  in  the  office 
for  the  last  six  weeks.  She  cried  for  more.  I  wrote  to 
p?ople  whose  names  I  had  just  heard  mentioned,  to  every- 


one that  I  knew  existed,  to  a  great  many  people  I  knew 
never  existed.     She  roared  for  more. 

I  was  somewhat  stalled.  My  nerves  were  suffering 
from  the  strain.  I  only  knew  I  must  get  rid  of  her  as 
quickly  as  possible. 

"Miss  O'Hoolihan,"  said  I,  "do  you  know  how  to 
spell   'bourgeois'?" 

She  admitted  she  did  not. 

"Have  you  a  dictionary?"  said  I,  very  cleverly, 
hoping  to  send  her  out  for  one. 

She  produced  one  and  began  looking  feverishly 
through  it.  I  rallied.  Here  was  my  opportunity.  Seizing 
the  typewriter  while  she  was  buried  in  the  book,  I  raised 
it  hight  over  her  head.  Another  second  and  I  would 
have  dashed  her  brains  out.  The  telephone  rang.  She 
looked  up. 

"What  are  you  doing?"  she  asked. 

I  explained  that  it  was  part  of  my  Daily  Dozen. .  .She 
seemed  satisfied  and  answered  the  telephone. 

"Hello,"  she  said.     "Oh,  is  that  you.  Big  Boy?" 

"Sure,  I  like  it  fine.  .  .  .  Uh-huh,  you  know  I  do. 
Silly  Boy!" 

Thankfully  I  fell  asleep.  Two  hours  later  I  awoke. 
She  was  still  talking. 

"Miss  O'Hoolihan,"  I  said  when  she  at  length  rang 
off,  "I'm  sure  it  must  be  time  for  your  lunch." 

When  she  had  gone  I  called  up  Simpson. 

"Well,"  said  he,  "isn't  she  a  jewel." 

"Simpson,"  said  I,  "she  may  be  a  jewel  but  I  have 
decided  to  cut  out  all  luxuries  this  year." 
G     G— G 


"What's  the  matter  with  Harold?" 
"Oh,  he's  taking  a  course  through  a 
respondence  school  and  yesterday  they 
him  a  notice  to  initiate  himself." 


cor- 
sent 


umm^ 
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On  Being  Graduated 

I  read  somewhere 

That  having  twins 

Thrust  upon  you 

Was  an  experience 

For  which 

You  wouldn't  take  a  million  dollars 

Nor  give  a  nickel 

For  another  one 

Like  it 

And  that's  the  way 

I  feel 

Right  now 

About  an  Engineering 

Education. 

G     G     G 


Sandy  has  given  up  Golf — he's 
lost  his  ball. 


He  (passionately):  "My  little 
pearl!" 

She:  "You  oyster,  you!" 

G    G    G 

Customer:    "Your     cream     is     very 

good." 

Waitress:    "It   ought   to   be,    I    just 

whipped   it." 

G-G— G 

Songs  of  a  Slaughter 
House 

We  had  a  pig; 
Her  name  was  Nell. 
She's  sausage  now. 
— It's  just  as  well. 

Say,  one  great  bull 
Was  Monarch   II 
I   saw  him  yes- 
Terday.     P — whew ! 

And  Fluffy  was 
Our  little  hen. 
Her  soul's  some  high- 
Er  now  than  then. 

Our  pig  and  hen 
Have   gone.      Oh,   sorrow ! 
There'll  be  no  ham 
And  eggs  to-morrow. 


Hebrew:  "Any  old  rags  to-day,  Sir?" 
Henry:  "No,  my  wife  is  away  in  the 

country." 
Hebrew:  "Ah,  any  empty  bottles?" 

G— G— G 


Eve 

Eve,   while  bathing  on   the  shore 
Where  the  sally  wavelets  roar. 
Aren't  you  scared  that  you  will  get 
Most   embarrassingly   Wei, 

Eve? 

If  you  should — well,  don't  you  think 
That  your  bathing-suit  might  shrink  ? 
Don't  you  worry,  don't  you  tremble. 
Lest   it   should  and  you'd  resemble 

Eve? 
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O-A-  C    '2  I 

"Hello,  Slim,  how  did  the  exams  hit  you?" 
"Couldn't  see  anything  but  stars." 

G— G— G 

A  Little  Rosary  of  Hate 

Alarm  clocks 

Taxi  meters 

"Please  to  meet  you!" 

Pekinese  pet  poodles 

Carroway  seeds 

Junket 

Crumbs    (in  bed) 

My  friend's  home  brew 

Bearded  ladies. 

G— G— G 

Letting  Him  Down  Easy 

The  Kearney  correspondent  of  an  American  semi- 
weekly  reports  that  R.  J.  Gray  is  suing  the  Ajax  Sus- 
pender Company   for  non-support. 


Camp  Fire  Anthology 

The  chopping  logs 

The  anxious  expectancy 

The  choosing  the  girl 

The  rainy  morning 

The  general  disgust 

The  determination  to  be  joyful 

The  walk  through  the  brambles 

The  wet  ground 

The  tramp  back  for  the  marshmallows 

The  man  who  tells  ghost  stories 

The  girl  who  doesn't  like  to  hear  them 

The  man  who  recites  Service 

The  couple  who  disappear 

The  inquisitive  mosquitoes 

The  man  who  "brought  a  little  something' 

The  rescuing  him  from  the  lake 

His  subsequent  snores 

The    amateur    vocalist 

The  chap  that  got  your  girl 

The  overdose  of  burnt  marshmallows 

The  queer  feeling 

The   unintelligible   school   songs 

The  girl  who  says  "This  is  the  life" 

The  angry  fire-ranger 

The  graceless  retreat. 

G— G — G 


(1011 

of  i  a 

10  22 

Evangelist — "Have  you  ever  considered  the 
possibility  of  death,  my  brother?" 

Old  Actor — "Yes,  I  fear  that  when  the  cur- 
tain rings  down  on  my  life,  it  is  going  to  be 
the  asbestos  one." 


SES©* 
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"At  any  rate,  I  have  an  original  mind." 
"Yes,  originally  it  was  a  mind." 

G— G— G 

Recipe  for  Peace  and  Quietness 
While  in  the  Wilds 

Many  persons,  normally  convivial  and  socially  inclined 
souls,  go  to  the  woods  in  the  summertime  anticipat.ng  a 
complete  rest  and  absolute  seclusion.  What  they  find 
instead,  however,  is  that  they  are  continually  beset  by 
friends  who  have  just  "dropped  by"  or  "called  over  ' 
to  see  them. 

For  such  we  publish  the  following  guaranteed  pana- 
cea: To  the  front,  or  most  conspicuous  door  of  the 
cottage,  tack  a  sign  bearing  in  large  letters,  the  inscrip- 
tion: 

SMALLPOX 

With  luck,  or  cultivation,  such  a  sign  may  be  procured 
from  any  member  of  a  municipal  Board  of  Health.  Fail- 
ing this,  a  homemade  one  will  probably  prove  as  useful. 

G— G— G 

"Why  don't  you  get  a  hair-cut,  old  man? 
"I  expect  to  be  bald  some  day,  so  I  am  trying  to  keep 
my  hair  as  long  as  I  can." 


Russian  Recollections  in  a  Lecture 
on  the  New  Russia 

-Rose-mullioned  windows  in  the  August  sun — 
"Collectivism  will  prove  Russia's  curse." 

And  gray-green  boulders  on  the  lawn  beyond. 
"A  bankrupt  nation  with  an  empty  purse." 

A  crimson  drapery  fetched  from  Samarcand — 
"Lenin,  'tis  said,  will  try  to  seize  the  crown." 
Blue-bearded  peasants  courting  plump  young  maids. 
"The  famine's  cut  the  population  down." 

A   sparkling  lake,  with   quiet   fields  around — 
"The  Soviet  has  burned  down  all  the  schools." 
A  dark-eyed  lady  with  a  bright,  young  smile. 
"Who  risk  their  lives  in  Russia  now  are   fools." 


G — G 


Bertie,  who  has  taken  a  lady  friend  canoeing, 
has  a  presentiment  that  his  evening  is  going 
to  be  utterly  ruined.  We're  afraid  you're 
right,  Bertie! 


Essays 

In 
Finance 


For  the  benefit  of  those  whose  financial  knowledge 
can  be  written  on  an  aspirin  tablet  we  present  the  fol- 
lowing information,  compiled  without  great  expense  or 
forethought. 

SINKING  FUND 

There  are  two  ways  of  clearing  off  a  debt;  one  is  by 
creating  a  sinking  fund  and  the  other  is  by  forgetting 
about  it.  The  latter  method  is  more  popular  because 
the  word  "maturity"  does  not  enter  into  it.  In  fact 
maturity  cannot  be  mentioned  in  connection  with  this 
type  because  they  usually  die  of  old  age. 

ACCRUED  INTEREST 

Accrued  interest  may  be  discounted  in  the  bottom 
drawer  of  any  marriageable  young  girl.  It  is  usually 
tied  up  in  pink  ribbon  and  labelled  "from  Jack,"  "from 
George,"  "from  Jim." 

It  may  accrue  any  number  of  years  and  is  made  up  of 
Simple  interest  and  serious  interest.  Serious  interest  is 
easily  distinguishable  because  it  comes  in  fat  envelopes. 

PAR 

The  usual  meaning  of  the  word  Par  is  1 00 ;  but 
there  are  few  courses  for  which  this  is  the  case.  Par 
is  generally  around  72  and  Bogey  is  merely  an  inflated 
Par. 

Upon  joining  a  new  club  one  should  ascertain  the 
actual  Par  for  the  course  and  then  by  subtracting  Bogey 
and  adding  in  your  own  age  you  may  learn  the  caddy 
charges. 

CALL  LOAN 

Call  loans  are  made  by  brokers  living  on  opposite 
sides  of  the  same  street  or  in  adjoining  buildings. 

When  one  broker  leans  out  of  his  window  and  calls 
across  to  another — "H'y  Charlie,  please  lend  me  your 
pencil,"  then  a  call  loan  is  made.  But,  should  he  omit 
to  say  "please,"  then  it  is  a  demand  loan. 

ROLLING  STOCK 

Hand-cars,  snow-plows,  go-carts,  cabooses,  cement- 
mixers  and  tea-waggons.  In  fact  anything  is  rolling 
stock  when  its  wheels  aren't  square. 

The  appearance  of  this  stock  is  seldom  changed  by 
watering  it,  and  its  identity  is  easily  recognized  even  in 
early  childhood ;  therefore,  it  is  seldom  watered  and 
safe  to  buy. 


THIS  MONTH'S  FINANCIAL  PROBLEM 

A  company  promoting  another  company,  which  itself 
promotes  the  manufacture  of  wash-rags  and  lard,  sud- 
denly finds  itself  in  difficulties.  The  bookkeeper  is 
tired  of  promotion  and  the  president  is  sick  of  promoting. 
At  the  same  time,  the  treasurer's  daughter  has  failed  in 
her  high-school  examination  in  spelling. 

What  could  be  done  to  depreciate  the  land  and  build- 
ings of  the  company  and  to  relieve  the  monotony  of 
receiving  salaries? 

Answer,  in  next  month's. 

G— G— G 
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How  you  feel  the  first  time  you  take 
a  ten  foot  dive 
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Playful        little       dear.s 
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Industrial  Slogans 


No.  2 


Had 
your  iron 
to-day? 


On  Second  Thoughts. 


A  girl — and  we  pull  her  hair  and  "wash  her  face"  in 
the  snow,  and  deposit  worms,  caterpillars  and  grasshoppers 
within  her  desk  in  season. 

A  girl — and  later  we  carry  her  books  and  smuggle 
apples  into  school  for  her  and  let  her  put  us  down  in  the 
spelling-match.  We  act  up  smart  to  earn  her  admiration, 
count  the  consequent  licking  a  good  investment  and  "after 
four"  we  beat  up  the  chap  who  ingeniously  crossed  out 
the  common  letters  in  her  name  and  ours  upon  the  black- 
board to  give  the  result  "MARRIAGE." 

A  girl — a  few  years  and  we  experiment  with  the  patern- 
al razor  to  the  imminent  peril  of  our  ears,  the  crease  in 
our  first  "long  dukes"  occasions  us  some  anxiety,  and  we 
expend  our  pocket-money  upon  loud  ties. 

A  girl — and  we  live  in  a  mail-clad  world,  peopled  by 
Ivanhoe  and  Sir  Nigel  and  ye  parfaites  knightes  of  old, 
and,  by  our  halidom,  right  gladly  would  we  break  a  lance 
in  her  honour — but  instead  we  upset  the  chocolate  pie  in 
her  lap  at  the  lawn  social. 

A  girl — and  then  another  supplants  us  in  her  affec- 
tions and  we  become  hard,  cynical  men  of  the  world  and 
affect  bull-dog  pipes  and  memorize  "A  Fool  There  Was" 
and  drink  Lemon  Sour  neat — to  forget! 

A  girl — but,  oh,  the  pity  of  it,  through  our  innate 
cussedness  we  throw  away  chance  after  chance.  We  make 
a  glorious  mess  of  things.  Our  friends  lose  faith — we  do 
ourselves. 

A  girl — and  she  holds  to  us  all  the  more,  pours  balm, 
the  healing  balm  of  her  unshaken  loyalty,  into  the  ragged. 


gaping  wounds  to  our  self-esteem  and  s:nds  us  forth  anew 
to  carry  her  favour  into  the  fray. 
L'Envoi 
We  put   our   sadly-splintered   lance   in   rest  again   and 
force   the    Black    Knight,    Failure,    to   the   barrier    for   aye 

and  then  we  lack  the  grace  to  lay  the  credit  where 

it  belongs — rvilh  the  girl! 

G-G-G 


There  was  a  young  fellow  named  Borce 
Who  duly  applied  for  divorce 

When  they  questioned  him  why 
He  told  them  his  eye 

Had  ended  the  flight  of  a  pineapple  pie 
(They  gave  him  his  papers,  of  course.) 


G0felN 


LOOK  BEFORE  YOU  LEAP? 

(Continued  from  page  1  1  ) 
tance  or  had  a  speck  on  his  eyelid,  and  froze  both  his 
feet  and  one  ear,  so  that  when  he  tried  to  walk  he 
fell  down  and  injured  his  spine  and  concussed  his  brain. 
They  wheeled  him  in  to  a  doctor,  who  had  spent  the 
early  part  of  his  life  trying  to  decide  whether  he  would 
be  an  M.D.  or  a  pool  shark,  and  while  the  medico  was 
determining  if  he  should  operate  on  him  for  appendicitis 
or  treat  him  for  tuberculosis,  Mr.  Smith  went  off  and 
left  Mrs.   Smith  a  widow. 

And  this  is  an  editorial  on  indecision. 
G— G— G 
Books  Received 
The  Vehement  Flame,  by  Margaret  Deland. 
The  Deaves  Affair,  by  Hulbert  Footner. 
The  Secret  Places  of  the  Heart,  by  H.  G.  Wells. 
The  Balance,  by  William  Olcott. 
The  Vanishing  Point,  by  Coningsby  Dawson. 
The  Ship,  by  St.  John  Ervine. 
My  Three  Husbands,  anonymous. 
G— G— G 
To  a   Mosquito 
Most  pestilential  bug,  unnecessary  pest, 
Quit  it! 

Too  oft  you've  seized  my  ear  while  I  was  trying  to  rest 
And  bit  it! 

I  hope  you  bite  a  wooden  Injun  by  mistake 
Upon  the  finger 

Or  toe  or  somewhere.      If  you  do  I  hope  you  break 
Your  gol-darn  stinger ! 


A   Man  is  Known  by  the 
Clothes  He  Wears 


LimiTeD 

28  King  St.  West    -_. 

BRANCH 

King  Edward  Hotel 


Et  Tu  Brute 

He  was  drunk. 

I  knew  when  he  swallowed  his  twenty- 
seventh  cocktail  that  he  was  wholly  drunk. 
His  eyes  were  bloodshot  and  his  lower 
lip  was  ungentlemanly  wet.  He  spoke 
to  me. 

"Behind  you  is  a  most  extraordinary 
figure.  It  is  a  most  extraordinary  figure. 
It  is  the  color  of  camembert  cheese  smear- 
ed with  fresh  paint  and  it  has  white  teeth 
as  green  as  creme-de-menthe,  and  on  its 
tail  there  hangs  a  pink  ribbon." 

"You  are  drunk,"  I  jeered.  "It  has 
legs,"  he  persisted,  "and  around  its 
scrawny  neck  is  a  necklace  of  wild  but- 
terflies.     Look  at  it!" 

I   turned  with  dignity. 

He  was  not  drunk. 

*      *      * 
I  saw  it  myself! 


— B 
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Be  Kind  to  Dumb  Animals 

At  a  country  fair  in  Kansas  a  man 
went  up  to  a  tent  where  some  elk  were 
on  exhibition,  and  stared  wistfully  up  at 
the  sign. 

"I'd  like  to  go  in  there,"  he  said  to 
the  keeper,  "but  it  would  mean  to  go  in 
without  my  family.  I  can't  afford  to  pay 
for  my  wife  and  seventeen  children." 

The  keeper  stared  at  him  in  astonish- 
ment. "Are  all  those  your  children?" 
he  gasped. 

"Every  one,"  said  the  man. 

"You  wait  a  minute,"  said  the  keeper, 
"I'm  going  to  bring  the  elk  out  and  let 
them  see  you  all." 

— Phoenix. 

G— G— G 

Wearing  It  Out 

Jim:  "Mary  had  a  grouch  on  last 
night." 

Jimmy:  "So  that  is  what  you  call  the 
thing  she  wore." — Octopus. 


"Jester's"    Epitaph 

The  comic  editor  sank  back. 

"Bo,  open  up  Death's  door. 
No  matter  how  I  toil,  they  say, 
'I've  heard  that  joke  before.' 
— Jester. 
G— G— G 

A  Western  girl  from  a  nameless  place 
Blushingly  said:   "What  a  lovely  vase." 
The  Boston  maid  smiled  courteously 
And  gently  murmured,  "Oh,  pardon  me, 
I  did  not  hear  your  remark  because 
I   was   so  entranced   with   that  charming 
vase."  — Juggler. 

G— G— G 

She:  "So  you've  been  deceiving  me?" 
He:  "Why,  what  do  you  mean?" 
She:    "No,   don't  attempt  to  deny  it. 
I  saw  a  memorandum  on  your  desk  to  buy 
new  ribbons  for  your  typewriter. " 

— Purple  Cow. 


MY  TRIP  ABROAD— By  Charlie 
Chaplin.  Toronto:  H odder  &  Slough- 
Ion.      $1.10. 

Charlie  Chaplin  discovered  Europe 
and  in  his  account  thereof  we  have  dis- 
covered Charlie  Chaplin.  Of  course  we 
always  suspected  that  Chaplin  was  an 
artist  but  now  we  are  sure  of  it.  In 
these  pages  there  is  a  great  deal  more  of 
his  personality  between  the  lines  than 
Europe  and  famous  figures  in  the  type. 
We  believe  that  Chaplin  has  a  woman's 
mind,  frankly  enjoying  admiration,  alert, 
emotional  and  sympathetic  with  a  keen 
sense  of  the  beautiful. 

With  the  exception  of  the  damning 
subtitles  to  some  of  the  photographs, 
good  taste  is  the  ky-note  of  the  book. 
It  is  a  splendid  and  intimate   account  of 
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"I  like  dogs,"  is  the  title  of 
this  illustration  in  "My  Trip 
Abroad."  The  Chaplin  of  the 
book  is  a  different  personality 
from  the  comedian  who  "walks 
funny";  but  he  is  just  as  inter- 
esting an  author  as  he  is  a  clever 
artist. 


visits  to  famous  people  and  famous  places 
by  one  who  is  unusually  sensitive  to  im- 
pressions. 

"Did  he  really  write  it?" 
There  seems  to  be  little  doubt  that  he 
did  but,  whether  or  no,  it  is  an  excellent 
bit  of  light  reading. 

THROUGH  THE  SHADOWS— 
By  Cyril  Allington.  Toronto:  The  Mac- 
millan  Co.,  Publishers.     $1.75. 

A  smart  comedy  of  English  country 
life.  While  there  is  nothing  particularly 
novel  in  the  idea  of  assumed  and  mis- 
taken identities  at  an  English  country 
house  party,  the  plot  is  handled  in  such 
a  masterly  fashion  that  much  genuine 
humour  results.  The  tone  of  the  book 
is  distinctly  happy  and  carefree  and  it 
will  provide  a  welcome  surcease  from, 
and  antidote  to,  the  profane  intensities  of 
Dos  Passos'  "Three  Soldiers,"  or  the  in- 
trospective analyses  of  Wells'  "Secret 
Places  of  the   Heart." 

Not  a  little  is  added  to  the  value  of 
the  book  by  the  excellence  of  the  print- 
ing for  which  credit  is  due  to  the  Conde 
Nast  press. 

THE  BEAUTIFUL  AND 
DAMNED— By  F.  Scott  Fitzgerald. 
Toronto:  The  Copp-Clark  Co.,  Pub- 
lishers. 

This  is  the  book  that  was  read  last 
year  by  every  undergraduate  and  debu- 
tante in  the  States  who  had  made  "This 
Side  of  Paradise"  part  of  their  conver- 
sational line. 

When  he  had  finished  the  latter  book, 
F.  Scott  Fitzgerald  threatened  to  write 
about  a  young  married  couple  who  go 
to  the  dogs.      He  has. 

THE  GARDEN  OF  MEMORIES 

— By  Henry  St.  John  Cooper.  Toronto: 
Musson  Book  Co..  Publishers.  $2.00. 
If  you  are  very,  very  young  and  very, 
very  sentimental,  if  you  expect  your 
heroes   to   have    massive   jaws    and    lofty 


fore-heads  and  your  heroines  to  have 
sunny  hair  and  bright  eyes,  if  you  like 
reading  about  the  trials  and  tribulations 
of  titled  aristocracy  and  the  triumph  of 
true  love  through  the  ages,  you  will  en- 
joy: "The  Garden  of  Memories."  The 
story  tells  of  two  who  loved  in  a  Surrey 
garden,  who  died  and  came  back  to  love 
again  in  the  same  artistic  setting.  My 
little  sister  says  it  is  "the  sweetest  story 
she  has  ever  read."  My  big  brother 
says  it  should  have  been  called  "The 
Backyard    of   Sentimentality." 

SOULS  FOR  SALE— By  Rupert 
Hughes.  Toronto:  The  Musson  Book 
Company.  In  the  author's  own  words: 
"Why  do  they  persecute  the  dear,  good, 
nice  people  in  the  movies?" 


One  of  the  few  photographs  in 
existence  of  Sir  James  Barrie, 
whose  rectorial  address  at  St. 
Andrew's  was  published  in  book 
form  this  month.  It  is  called 
"Courage,"  and  is  one  of  Barrie's 
most  delightful  contributions  to 
the  language.  Detailed  review 
will  be  given  in  these  columns 
next  month. 


Goblin 

GOLF  FROM  TWO  SIDES— By  Roger  and  Joyce 
Wethered.     Toronto:  Longmans,  Green  and  Company.     $3.50. 

With  its  many  illustrations,  and  combining,  as  it  does,  in 
one  volume  the  many  sides  of  golf  from  the  viewpoint  of  a  man 
and  a  woman,  "Golf  From  Two  Sides"  is  a  book  of 
interest  to  any  one  with  any  knowledge  of  golf,  whether  a 
beginner,  an  old  campaigner,  or  simply  one  of  the  gallery. 

So  seldom  is  it  that  one  reads  a  book  by  a  leader  in  any 
field  of  sport,  which  is  not  full  of  "IV  and  personal  references, 
that  in  the  complete  absence  of  such  references  "Golf  From 
Two  Sides"  is  especially  refreshing.  Modesty  is  carried  to 
the  extreme;  we  read  more  about  Miss  Cecil  Leitch  and  Miss 
Alexa  Stirling  than  about  Miss  Wethered  herself. 

G— G— G 

MY  DISCOVERY  OF  ENGLAND— By  Stephen  Lea- 
cock.      Toronto:  S.  G.  Gundy,  Publishers.     $1 .50. 

"Laugh  with  Leacock"  has  become  a  well-known  and  en- 
tirely justifiable  selling-phrase  in  the  book  industry.  It  is  with 
a  distinct  anticipation  of  pleasure  that  the  discriminating  reader 
nowadays  picks  up  a  new  Leacock  book  and  in  "My  Discov- 
ery of  England"  he  will  not  find  cause  for  disappointment;  in 
fact,   rather,    he   will    probably   experience   a   pleasant    surprise. 

In  the  opening  chapter  which  is  on  "The  Balance  of  Trade  in 
Impressions"  Professor  Leacock  explains  the  reason  for  his 
new  book. 

"For  some  years  past,  (he  writes)  a  rising  tide  of  lecturers 
and   literary    men   has   washed   upon   the   shores   of   our    North 

American  continent They  carry  away 

with  them  their  impressions  of  America,  and  when  they 
reach  England  they  sell  them.  This  export  of  impressions  has 
now  been  going  on  so  long  that  the  balance  of  trade  in  im- 
pressions is  all  disturbed." 

"My  Discovery  of  England"  is  an  initial  attempt  on  the 
part  of  Professor  Leacock  to  restore  an  equitable  balance  of 
trade  in  impressions. 

Chapters  of  particular  interest  are:  "The  British  and  Am- 
erican Press,"  and  "Is  Prohibition  Coming  to  England?" 
The  author's  statement  that  Scotland  can  never  go  dry  and 
his  explanation  thereof  will   be   found   exceptionally   interesting. 

When  Leacock  wrote  "Sunshine  Sketches  of  a  Little  Town," 
it  was  something  in  a  slightly  different  vein  from  the  volumes 
which  had  been  its  predecessors  but  just  as  humorous  and 
wholly  delightful.  Many  people  hailed  it  as  the  best  of  his 
works;  so,  too,  there  will  be  many  who  will  claim  for  "My 
Discovery  of  England"  the  premier  place.  "My  Discovery 
of  England"  is  absolutely  unlike  anything  that  has  ever  been 
done  before  either  by  Leacock  or  by  anybody  else. 

G— G— G 

THE  SHIP— A  PLAY  IN  THREE  ACTS— By  John 
Ervine.  Toronto:  The  Macmillan  Co.,  Ltd.,  Publishers. 
$1.40. 

Should  a  son  enter  his  father's  business?  John  Thurlow, 
owner  of  the  greatest  ship-building  yard  in  the  world,  thinks 
so.  His  son,  however,  an  idealist  and  a  rebel  against  the 
machine-made  world,  desires  only  to  live  a  life  of  simplicity 
on  the  land.  There  is  a  struggle  in  the  father's  mind  be- 
tween his  love  for  his  ships  and  his  love  for  his  son. 

The  characterizations   are  powerful   and   convincing. 

This  is  a  play  of  the  immediate  future  and  as  such  is  one 
of  the  most  absorbing  we  have  recently  read. 


23 


olf£rS! 


Whether  a  champion,  near  champion 

or  a  beginner  you  can  better  your 

game  by  reading 

GOLF  FROM  TWO  SIDES 

BY 

ROGER  &  JOYCE  WETHERED 

Fully  Illustrated  $3.50 


LONGMANS,  GREEN  &  CO. 

Publishers 

210  Victoria  St.,  Toronto 


Oyez,     Oyez ! 

This  month  we  are  inaugurat- 
ing a  new  service  for  the  bene- 
fit of  our  book-loving  readers. 

And  This  Is  How  to  Use  It 

We  invite  you  to  write  in  to  us  if  you 
want  to  know  anything  about  the  best 
current  books  in  general,  or  about 
any  particular  book,  whether  reviewed 
in  these  pages   or  not. 

Or  we  shall  be  glad  to  buy  any  book 
for  you  without  charge.  So  anxious, 
indeed,  are  we  to  have  our  readers 
make  use  of  this  last  service  that  to 
each  of  the  first  half-dozen  people 
availing  themselves  of  it,  we  shall 
present  one  of  the  books  reviewed  on 
this   page. 

Write  to 

GOBLIN 

BOOK  DEPARTMENT 

153  University  Avenue 
Toronto 
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When  You're  hot  and  Thirsty 

MCLAUGHLIN'S 

GINGER     ALE 

"Belfast11  and  "Canada  Dry" 

— just  off  the  ice — will  make  you 

forget  the'  temperature. 
Nothing  like  it  to  quench  a  thirst 

AT  HART  HOUSE  TUCK 
AND  MOST  GOOD  SHOPS 

MYGEIA     "BEST"     BEVERAGES 


A  young  man  was  walking  up  and  down  the  aisle  of  a  smoker, 
smearing,  when  a  preacher  approached  him  and  said: 

"Young  man,  don't  you  know  that  you  are  going  straight  to 
hell?" 

"I  don't  give  a  dern.     I've  got  a  round  trip  ticket,"  replied 
the  traveller. 

— Mug  IVump 
G— G— G 
She — "I've  got  you  down  for  a   couple  of   tickets.      We're 
getting  up  a  little  raffle  for  a  poor  old  college  professor  of  our 
neighborhood,  who's  down  and  out." 

He — 'Wo  thanks,  no  tickets  for  me.     I  wouldn't  know  what 
to  do  with  the  old  boy  if  I  Won  him." 

— Sun  Dodger 


THE    DIET    KITCHEN 
TEA  ROOMS 

72  Bloor  Street  W.,  Toronto 


BREAKFAST 
AFTERNOON  TEA 


LUNCHEON 
DINNER 


OPEN  SUNDAYS 


Phone  North  4382 


Song  Of  Hunger 

By  Strickland  Gillilan 

It  isn't  a  lofty  theme  I  sing. 

Of  platinum  birds  on  golden  wing; 

It  isn't  a  highbrow  note  I  strike — 

Instead  of  soaring,  I  merely  pike. 

But  I'm  here  to  slate  to  your  listening  ear, 

Old  friend  of  my  heart,  I'm  darned  sincere! 

I  pen  no  line  to  the  wimpling  brooks — 
The  sort  of  poems  you  read  in  books; 
I  lilt  no  lay  to  the  stars  above. 
Nor  wet  my  pencil  in  tears  of  love. 
But  my  belt  is  loose  and  whatever  I  say 
You  will  know  I  mean  in  the  surest  way. 

For  I  warble  of  food  of  the  sort  thai  man 
Has  loved  since  the  moon  and  the  tides  began; 
I  have  tuned  my  harp  to  an  edible  theme — 
To  a  pair  that  I  reckon  make  quite  a  team. 
For  the  partners  my  muse  for  its  subject  takes 
Are  homemade  sausage  and  buckwheat  cakes! 

If  there's  anything  belter  than  these,  at  morn, 
When  you've  answered  the  succulent  breakfast  horn. 
Come  on,  old  timer,  and  name  'em,  quick — 
The  winners  from  these  will  be  mighty  slick! 
But  far  as  I've  gone,  there's  nothing  seems 
To  beat  these  two  in  my  hunger's  dreams. 

Let  Carman,  Don  Marquis,  Le  Gallienne — 
Those  valiant  and  competent  poetmen — 
Parade  their  knowledge  of  meters  and  feet 
And  rhymes  that  couldn't  be  more  complete. 
At  the  retail  grocer's  I've  set  my  stakes — 
I'm  singing  of  sausage  and  buckwheat  cakes. 

G— G— G 
Second  Prize 


-Judge 


A    man   motoring   in    Touraine    complained    one    morning   at 
petit  dejeuner: 

"There's  something  queer  about  this  coffee.     It  has  a  kind  of 
cocoa  taste." 

The  waiter  smelled  the  liquid,  tasted  it,  and  then  said: 

"I'm  sorry,  sir,  but  by  mistake  I've  brought  you  lea." — Los 
Angeles  Times. 

G— G— G 


Ted   (meeting  friend  in  restaurant) 
long?" 

Ned — -"Not  more   than   half  an   hour, 
dishes  that  were  ready." — New  York  Sun. 


"Have  you  been  here 
I  ordered  only   the 


G— G— G 

The  train  robber  was  holding  up  a  Pullman  Car — "Out  with 
your  dough,  I'll  kill  all  men  without  money  and  kiss  all  women." 
An  elderly  genl  said: 
"You  shall  not  touch  these  ladies!" 
An  old  maid  in  an  upper  berth  shouted: 
"You  leave  him  alone,  he's  robbing  this  train." 

— Mug  Wump 


Goblin 

LOGICAL 

//  we  should  recognize  Russia,  Lenine 
and  his  methods,  then  why  not  as  follows: 
Nero. 

Much     obliged     to    you    for    burning 
Rome.     It  is  just  brave  and  noble  things 
like  this  that  will  endear  you  to  posterity. 
It  gives  us  pleasure  to  approve. 
Caesar  Borgia. 

Good  for  you!       Any   lime  you   feel 
like  visiting  us  you  can  have  the  freedom 
of  our  city. 
Judge  Jeffreys. 

In  view  of  the  splendid  work  you  have 

done,  we  are  very  glad  to  indorse  you  and 

will  make  you  an  honorary  member  of  our 

bar.       Remember,     our     house     is     your 

home. 

G-G— G 

CAUSE  AND  EFFECT 

The  amateur  dramatic  society  was 
preparing  for  a  performance  of  "As  You 
Like  It." 

The  dress  rehearsal  took  place  in  a 
garden  that  was  overlooked  by  a  building 
in  course  of  erection.  As  the  amateurs 
postured  and  chanted  the  bard's  beautiful 
lines,   bricklayers  above  them  laid  bricks. 
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The    Charm  of  Tea 
is  in  the  Flavor 

FRAiSfflCE 

"SALADA"  Flavor 
appeals  irresistibly 


GUA$> 


THE" 


SALADA" 


carpenters    planed    boards,    and    masons 
chipped   stones. 

Towards  the  end  of  the  play,  during 
a  pause  in  the  rehearsal,  a  voice  from  the 
building  operation  was  heard  to  say 
gravely:  "I  prithee,  malapert,  pass  me 
yonder  trowel." — Pearson's   Weekly. 


DENSITY 

Visitor:  "What's  that  thing,  Oswald?"3 
Artist:  "I'm  going  to  call  it  'The  Por- 
trait of  a  Flapper.' 

"Why  don't  you  finish  the  head?" 
"Can't,  the  paint's  not  thick  enough." 
— Crinnell  Malteaser 


<* 


wsome 


Where  Beauty  Smiles 

and  Wit  Delights 

There  Miss  Priscilla  Dean  moves  with  "the  youth 
and  freshness  of  a  Grecian  Queen,"  radiating 
gaiety  and  cheerfulness.  How  she  preserves  her 
complexion's  radiant  charm  through  her  long  and 
strenuous  days  of  work  is  here  disclosed  in  her 
own  words: — 

"I  find  'Winsome  Toilet  Soap  excellent— 
Winsome  in  name  and  Winsome  in  deed. 
It  is  refreshing  to  use  for  Toilet  and  Bath 
after  the  day's  ivork." 

Sincerely  yours, 

Winsome  is  the  most  delightful  soap  imaginable,  and  a  beauti- 
ful skin  will  result  from  the  following  simple  Winsome  treat- 
ment. Make  a  lather  in  warm  water  with  Winsome  Soap, 
and  massage  every  inch  of  the  face  and  neck  gently  and 
thoroughly.  Rinse  carefully  and  dry  with  a  soft  towel.  The 
daily  practice  of  this  Winsome  treatment  will  make  the 
skin   naturally  robust,    and  glowing  with  colour  and  beauty. 


Sold  at  all  good  drug  and  department  stores. 
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All  shapes  and  sizes 
Plain  or  Crusted 


ONE  DOLLAR 

EVERYWHERE 


REAL  FRIEND 


One  who  won't  go  back 

on  you. 

One    who   improves    on 

closer  acquaintance. 

One  whose  selection  is 

a   credit  to    your   good 

taste. 

THAT'S  A 

KOLA 


SUNNY-SAN— By  Onoto  Watanna. 
Toronto:  McClelland  and  Stewart,  Pub- 
lishers.    $1.75. 

Rah!  Rah!  Rah!  Let's  rescue  a 
geisha ! 

Something  new  in  collegiate  enterprise. 
Four  American  college  students,  with  a 
professor,  extricate  Sunny-San  from  the 
toils  of  a  Japanese  tea-house;  then,  in  a 
fever  of  altruism,  they  settle  a  small  for- 


GOBLIN  will  get  you 
ef  you  don't  watch  out! 

so 
SIGN 

ON 

THE 

DOTTED 

LINE 

NOW! 

Circulation  Mgr., 
GOBLIN, 

153  University  Ave., 
Toronto. 

Enclosed  find  $2.25  for  which  please 
send  twelve  issues  of  GOBLIN,  be- 
ginning with  the  number, 

to 

(Name) 

(Street  Address  or  P.O.  Box) 

(Town  and  Province) 


tune  upon  her  and  sail  for  home  with  a 
sense  of  duty  well  done.  Trouble  brews, 
however,  when  Sunny  turns  up  unexpec- 
tedly in  New  York.  But,  wait!  Sunny 
is  the  daughter  of  Senator  Stephen  Wain- 
wright,  whom  everybody  knows  as  "the 
Man  of  Steel,"  and  who,  in  his  early 
youth,  contracted  a  marriage  with  a  Jap- 
anese lady  of  caste.  In  the  end,  of  course, 
Sunny  marries  J.  Addison  Hammond, 
Jr.,  leader  of  the  rescue  party. 

Just  the  book  for  a  sunny  sanitarium. 

G— G— G 

TRAMPING  WITH  A  POET— 
By  Stephen  Graham.  Toronto:  McClel- 
land and  Stewart,   Publishers.        $2.00. 

If  you  only  know  Vachel  Lindsay  as 
the  eccentric  author  of  "The  Daniel, 
Jazz,"  "The  Congo"  or  "General  Wil- 
liam Booth  Enters  Heaven,"  you  have 
possibly  considered  him  as  the  "Jazz- 
Poet  of  America,"  or  by  some  such  super- 
ficial appellation.  In  "Tramping  with  a 
Poet  in  the  Rockies"  we  meet  the  poet  as 
he  is  to  his  friend.  We  find  him  a  per- 
son somewhat  different  from  our  imagin- 
ing. He  is  an  American,  proud  to  be 
part  of  the  United  States  as  he  sees  them 
to-day,  but  he  cannot  help  seeing  them 
through  a  pair  of  essentially  romantic 
spectacles.  He  is  a  romanticist,  a  be- 
friender  of  any  cause  that  is  violently 
attacked,  a  rebel  against  modern  artifi- 
ciality and  commercialism,  in  fact — a 
poet.  We  also  learn,  at  the  poet's  re- 
quest, that  his  name  is  pronounced  to 
rhyme  with  "Rachel"  and  not  with 
"Satchel." 


In  company  with  him,  Stephen  Graham 
leaves  behind  the  dust  of  streets  for  the 
clean,  clear  wildernesses  of  the  mountains, 
to  go  westward  at  the  challenge  of  the 
sun.  "That  makes  us  all  nomads,  all 
gypsies,  all  pilgrims.  That  draws  the 
steps  of  the  willing  and  even  the  unwill- 
ing find  themselves  borne  along  by  a 
human  tide  and  a  sliding  sand  of  time — 
away  to  the  west  and  the  night  and  the 
other  country."  Which  all  goes  to  show 
that  though  there  may  not  be  much  fun 
in  being  a  tramp,  there  are  few  things  to 
equal  playing  at  being  one. 


Knitting  Made 
Easy 

Come  and  let  me  show  you 
how  to  knit  the  very  latest 
styles  in  hand-knit  garments 
with 

Monarch  Yarns 

This  is  the  first  exclusive 
yarn  and  hosiery  shop  in 
Toronto — everything  for  the 
knitter.  Garments  skilfully 
knitted  to  your  order. 
The  famous  "Monarch-Knit" 
Hosiery  and  "Two  Steeples" 
English  Hosiery. 

Jeane  Duncan 
Yarn   Shoppe 

235  Yonge  St.,    North  of  Shuter 
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t^fie  Low  Cosi 
of  Gaoltvess 

A  few  dollars  invested  in  a  C.G.E. 
Fan  will  prove  one  of  the  most  bene- 
ficial and  most  appreciated  invest- 
ments you  could  possibly  make. 

An  Electric  Fan,  properly  placed, 
will  aid  ventilation  without  causing 
a  draught.  Its  use  is  essential  to 
summer  time  comfort  in  every  room 
of  the  house. 

Why  swelter  in  a  stuffy  house  when 
you  can  enjoy  cool,  refreshing  breezes 
anywhere  in  your  home  at  any  time 
of  the  day? 

Ask  your  dealer  to  demonstrate  a 
C.G.E.  Fan  for  you. 
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Canadian    General    Electric    Co.,    Limited 


Head  Office 

TORONTO 


Sales  Branches 
In  all  Large  Cities 
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